THE   QUESTING   BEAST
The grateful father produced a gold sovereign for this
service, but I preferred that the son be called after me.
Last time I saw my namesake he had bare legs, a shirt,
and knickers tied up with a piece of string. He is a
good fellow and very friendly. He should be twelve by
now.
My nerves were none too good and I could not bear
the crowds I had been used to. I therefore drifted about
in various public-houses, hanging on, as it were, to the old
Army spirit of free intercourse and saying what you thought.
I took no interest in politics. I was feeling my way. I
had a complete contempt for artificiality and patronage,
and was amused by the amazement of men I met who,
taking what they had been told for an invitation, arrived
at the houses of certain aristocratic V.AD.'s and owners of
private war hospitals, and were sent to the servants' hall or
told the lady was not in and " would they go round to the
back." It was a great mistake, my lords and ladies, to
tell the men they were " gentlemen " when they were in
hospital. It caused a lot of reflection when they found the
joke out in those few years after the war.
I got tired of Worcestershire and went up to London,
where by devious methods I came in touch with the famous
Captain C., the head of the Secret Service. He gave me a
job and I set off for Paris. After a week there I moved
down to Boulogne, where I opened a passport office and
held the acting rank of Vice-Consul. I had a lot to do
with the French Police, and we got on very well together,
but with the British Military still at Boulogne things were
not so easy. They had a habit of letting civilians on to
the Channel boats without letting me know anything. As
this was my department I soon came up against the staff.
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